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his loyalty. The retrospect makes one melancholy, but
Ossian has appeared, and were Paradise once more lost,
we should not want an epic poem. Adieu! dear Sir.

Yours ever,

H.W.

1417.   To SIR HORACE MAto.

Strawberry Hill, July 23,1772.

I otr&HT, I know, to have acknowledged sooner a letter
of yours with very particular and kind advice, but I have
waited to tell you that I have received the cassolette of
Benvenuto Cellini, and in hopes of having something to
fill a letter; but Benvenuto is still performing quarantine,
and nothing has happened worth repeating; so, lest the
delay should make you apprehend for the safety of your letter,
I will no longer neglect to thank you for it, though I can
no farther follow your advice than to be entirely a cipher
in the aifair. The part I have acted was dictated by the
most scrupulous honour. I cannot repent it. I will not
offer to atone for it. I may be hated, but I will not deserve
to be despised. Honours I never sought; money I never
valued; and if I did, I have what to my moderate wishes
will always seem riches; and, what is more than all, I am
fifty-five 3 is that an age to care for favour, or fear frowns ?

I have executed your commission, but not at all in away
to satisfy me. The size of the maps you have fixed on
is too small: there are none good that are not larger.
I should be ashamed to send those I have got. For accounts
of them, I do not know what to say more than maps say of
themselves* Still I begged Mr. Conway, who is a/ great
geographer, to assist me. He knows a General Loyd, still
more an adept, and wrote to him for his assistance, but
this person is out of town; so I will wait for farther
directions. As to the price, unless the commission isr
